Dandilion Seeds on Gareloch 


So softly you glided 
over water's reflection, 

(my surface), 

a shimmering picture of 
clouds passing 

through differing shades of blue. 

The form of your presence 
punctures mellow volume, 

(my intellect), 

a pleasant memory of 
declared recognition 
motioning 'know me know you'. 

Speaks actions and touch 
the reaching length of time, 
(my hand), 

a lingering connection 
with soul-like seeds 
spread understanding true. 
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